Raymond Carver

generations. What could he do? It was her land, and she wouldn’t listen
to reason, he said.

My daughter telephoned around this time to say that somebody had
broken into her trailer and ripped her off. Everything in the trailer. Every
st-ick of furniture was gone when she came home from work after her first
night at the cannery. There wasn’t even a chair left for her to sit down on
Her bed had been stolen, too. They were going to have to sleep on the;
floor like Gypsies, she said.

“Where was what’s-his-name when this happened?”’ I said.

She said he’d been out looking for work earlier in the day. She
guessed he was with friends. Actually, she didn’t know his whereabouts
at the time of the crime, or even right now, for that matter. ‘I hope he’s
at the bottom of the river,” she said. The kids had been with the sitter
when the ripoff happened. But, anyway, if she could just borrow enough
from me to buy some secondhand furniture she’d pay me back, she said
when she got her first check. If she had some money from me before the’
e.nd of the week—I could wire it, maybe—she could pick up some essen-
tials. ““Somebody’s violated my space,” she said. “‘I feel like I've been
raped.”

My son wrote from New Hampshire that it was essential he g0 back
to Europe. His life hung in the balance, he said. He was graduating at the
end of summer session, but he couldn’t stand to live in America a day
%onger after that. This was a materialist society, and he simply couldn’t take
it anymore. People over here, in the U.S., couldn’t hold a conversation
unless. money figured in it some way, and he was sick of it. He wasn’t a
Yuppie, and didn’t want to become a Yuppie. That wasn’t his thing. He’d
get out of my hair, he said, if he could just borrow enough from me, this
one last time, to buy a ticket to Germany. ,

I didn’t hear anything from my former wife. I didn’t have to. We both
knew how things stood there.

My mother wrote that she was having to do without support hose and
wasn’t able to have her hair tinted. She’d thought this would be the year
she could put some money back for the rainy days ahead, but it wasn’t
working out that way. She could see it wasn’t in the cards. “How are you?”’
she wanted to know. “‘How’s everybody else? I hope you’re okay.”

I put more checks in the mail. Then I held my breath and waited.

While I was waiting, I had this dream one night. Two dreams, really
I dreamt them on the same night. In the first dream, my dad was :lli:/tr nnu:
more, and he was giving me a ride on his shoulders, I was this little kid,
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maybe five or six years old. Ger up here, he said, and he took me by the
hands and swung me onto his shoulders. I was high off the ground, but
I wasn’t afraid. He was holding on to me. We were holding on to each
other. Then he began to move down the sidewalk. I brought my hands
up from his shoulders and put them around his forehead. Don’t muss my

bair, he said. You can let go, he said, I've got you. You won’t fall. When he |

said that, I became aware of the strong grip of his hands around my ankles.
Then I did let go. I turned loose and held my arms out on either side of
me. I kept them out there like that for balance. My dad went on walking

while I rode on his shoulders. I pretended he was an elephant. I don’t |

know where we were going. Maybe we were going to the store, or else

to the park so he could push me in the swing.

I woke up then, got out of bed, and used the bathroom. It was starting
to get light out, and it was only an hour or so until I had to get up. I
thought about making coffee and getting dressed. But then I decided to
go back to bed. I didn’t plan to sleep, though. I thought I'd just lie there
for a while with my hands behind my neck and watch it turn light out and
maybe think about my dad a little, since I hadn’t thought about him in a
long time. He just wasn’t a part of my life any longer, waking or sleeping.
Anyway, I got back in bed. But it couldn’t have been more than a minute
before I fell asleep once more, and when I did I got into this other dream.
My former wife was in it, though she wasn’t my former wife in the dream.
She was still my wife. My kids were in it, too. They were little, and they
were eating potato chips. In my dream, I thought I could smell the potato
chips and hear them being eaten. We were on a blanket, and we were close
to some water. There was a sense of satisfaction and well-being in the
dream. Then, suddenly, I found myself in the company of some other
people—people I didn’t know—and the next thing that happened was that
I was kicking the window out of my son’s car and threatening his life, as
I did once, a long time ago. He was inside the car as my shoe smashed
through the glass. That’s when my eyes flew open, and I woke up. The
alarm was going off. I reached over and pushed the switch and lay there
for a few minutes more, my heart racing. In the second dream, somebody
had offered me some whiskey, and I drank it. Drinking that whiskey was
the thing that scared me. That was the worst thing that could have hap-
pened. That was rock bottom. Compared to that, everything else was a
picnic. I lay there for a minute longer, trying to calm down. Then I got

up.
[ made coffee and sat at the kitchen table in front of the window. I
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